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The Murder in

We called him “Bkin o' My Tooth;"
hia friends, who were fow; his clients
who were many; and I, his confidentin
elork, solus—and very proud 1 sm to
hold  thut position. 1 believe ss o
matter of faet that his enemies—and
their name is logion—eall him Patrick
Mulllpni but to us all who know him
ua ho 18, “Skin o' M{I‘I'oolh." ho always
was, from the dn'}r that he got a verdict
of “Not guilty” out of s jury who
tried Jumes Tovey, "the Dartmouth
murdeter.” Tavey hadn't many teeth,
but it wus by the skin of those few
molars of his that he esonped the

lows; no thanks to the Teuding of

is counsel, but all thanks  to tho
evidence collected by Patrick Mulligan,
his lawyer.

Of course, Bkin o' My Tooth is totally
unsequainted  with the wse of kid
gloves. He works the best for his
client; let the other side look to them-
velves, 1 say.

l"unu)i:loukin% man, too, old Skin
o' My Tooth—fat, and rosy and com-
forfuble as an Irish pig, with a face na
stodgy as a boiled currant dumpling.
His Lair, 1 beliove, would be red if
he gave it o chanco st all, but be wears
it mgpud so close to his bulky head
that he looks bald in some lighte,
Then, we all know that gentle smile
of his, and_that trick of casting down
his eyes which gives him a look that
in best deseribed by “the ward “coy;”
that trick is always a danger-signal
to the other side.

Now, in the case of Edward Kelly,
everyone will admit that that young
man_came nenror being ﬁd or
murder than any of us would care

or.

But this is how it all happened.

On Tuesday, September 3d, Mary
Mills and John Craddock, who were
walking through the Baltushe Woods,
enme ncroas the body of a man lyin
near the pond, in a pool of blood.
Mary, of course, screamed, and would
have fled; but John, manfully con-

uering the fecling of sickness: which
threatened to overcome him, too, went
up to the body to get a closer view of
the face. To his horror he recognized
Mr. Jeremiah Whadcost, n well-known

otabl: resident of Pashet. The
unfortunate man #eemed to  John
Cr'.f:hofk “I:u be qu&ge de;d;muull lie
tho it t to dispate ary at
onee for Dootor Hong:n. and also to
the police-station, while he, with really
commendable courage, eleoted to re
main beside the body alone.

It nppears that sbout balf an hour
after Mary had left him, John thought
{:ﬁ q;-!icctdd ca n al:.t hth m}?v;mom. g

er which he had propp
up - t his knee, and tE;t the
wounded man uttered u seareely audible
sigh and then murmured a few words
The young man bent forward eagerly,
striving with all hia mmﬂ to cateh
what these words might be. Accord-
ing to his subsequent evidence before
the coronor's jury, Mr. deoat
then openod his eyes; and murmured
quite distinetly:

“The letter . . . Kelly . . . Edward
. .. the other.! After thut all seomed
over, for the fuce becsme more rigi
and more ashen in color than before.

It was past six o'clock before the
dootor and the inspector, with two
constables and a streteher from i'uhlvt

lice  wtation, peared u the
r:ena und relieve.dp John Cnmok of
hia lonely watel. Mr. mﬂm? ;
not & n mgsin, an ¢ doctor

mf:cod lifo to be extinct. The
uiptly removed to Mr.
ouse in Pashet. Mary
Milla haviog alrendy volunteered for
roaking the pews
to Miss Amelin, Mr. Whadeost's sister,
who lived with him. ]

} unfortunate man was tashicr
‘to Mesars. Kelly & Co, the great

Saltashe W

By Baroness Orczy

wine merchants; so Mr, Kelly, of Salt-
ashe Park, also Mr. Edward !h'e-.lly, of
Wood Cotlage, were apprised of the
sad event.

At this stage the tragie affair seemed
wreapped up in the most profound
mystery. Mr. Jereminh Whadeont was
not known to possess s single enemy,
and he eertainly wns not mflicu.-mfy
endowed with worldly wealth to tempt
the highway robber. 8o far the police
had found nothing on the sceéne of
the crime which could lead to a clue
—footsteps of every shape and site
leading in every direction, o few cmpty
enriridgos hore and there; all of whic
meant nothing, sinee Saltaxhe Woods
are full of game, and both Mr. Kelly
and Mr, Edward Kelly had had shoot-
ingrpnrl.i:-u within the Inst few days,

he public understood that  per-
mission had been obtained from Mr.,
Kelly to drag the pend, and, not know-
ing what to thm!li_ur fewr, it awaited
the day of the inguest with eager
excitement. -

I belicyve that that inquest waa one
of the most memorable in the snnals
of u coroner's court. There was n
large crowd, of course, for the little
town of Pashet was 1 mass of seething
curiosity.

The expert evidence of Dr. Howden,
uasigted by the divisional surgeon, was
eertainly very curious. Both learn

mtlomen gave it as their opinion
Athat the deconsed met his death through
the discharge of small shot fired from
a gun ut a distance of not more than
a co::rle of yards. All the shot had
lodged closo fogether in the heart, and
the flesh round the wound was shghtly

charred.

The police, on_the other hand, had
uite o tit-bit of sensstion roady for
the eager publio, Thu:iv had dragged
the pond snd had found the careass of
a dog. The heast had evidently been
shot with the same gun which had
ended poor Mr. Whadeoat’s days,
the divisionsl surgeon, who had ex-
amined the earoass, having pronoune
the wound—which was in the side—
to be exactly similar in character. A
final blow dealt on the animal's head
with the butt-end of the gun, howeyer,
had been the ultimate cause of its
death. As the medieal officer gave
this sensationa] bit of evidence, n sud-
den nnd dead silonce fell over all in
that crowded court, for it lind lesked
out earlier in the.day that the dead
dog found in the pond was ‘Rags,"
Mr. Edward Kelly's well-known black
refriever. .

In the midst of that silence Miss
Amelin Whadcoat—the sister of the
| d gentleman—stepped forward,
dressed in deep black, and holding a
letter, which she banded to the coroner.

"It came under cover, addressod to
Inr.:: sho explained, *on Tumdny even-

'he coroner, half in hesitation,
turned the “i“m envelope belween his
fingers, At last he resd aloud:

"o the Coroner and Jury at the
inquest, should a fatal actident oceur
to me this (Tuesday) afternoon, in
Rultashe Wood."

Then be tore open the cnvelope.
Immediately overyone noticed the look
of boundless astonishment which spread

ad over his fsce. Thete was o moment of

breathloes  silent  expectation  amang
the erowd, while Miss Amelin stood
quiztl{ with her hands demurely folded
over her gingham umbrelln, and her
swollen eyes fixed nnxiously upon
that lotter. :

At l:.:fdm earoner, turning to the
U 3
) l‘?'flemlu:rmm. this letter i= addressed
to. you s well as to mysell, 1 am

teirn minvinblava I tha Dttt

A TRAPE TS S tember of the State Fair|lead being discovered at Miami, Okla.
Board, and while they have been rent- [ He went there and obtained several
the Board! antions from Indisss.

therefore, bound to acquaint your
minds to be unduly influenced, however
strunge these few words may wsecm
to vou. The letter is dated from Ivy

ge, Pashet, Tuesday, September
ad, ond signod Jereminh Whadeoat,
1t sna'n: ‘Mr. Coroner and Gentlemen
of the Jury:i—I beg to inform sou
that on this day, at 2:30 P. M. I am
starting to walk to Saltashe, there to
pee Mr, Kerhoet and Mr. Kelly on
important business.  Mr. Edward Kelly
hus desired me to meet him by the
ond in Saltashe Woods, on my way.
1e knows of the business which takes
me to Saltashe, He and 1 had a violent
quarrel st the office on the subject
last night, and he has every resson
for wishing that 1 should never wpeak
of it to Mr. Kelly and to Mr. Korﬁom.
Last night he threatensd to knock
me down. { any serious secident
happens to me, let Mr, Edward Kelly
account for hiy actions,'"

A deadly gilence followed, and then
a muttered curse from  somewhere
among the crowd.

“This is damnable!”

And Mr. Edward Kelly, young, good-
looking, but, st this moment, as pule
a8 death, pushed his way forward among
the spectators,

He wanted to speak, but the coroner
wayed him aside in his most official
manner, while Miss Amelin Whoadeont
demurely concluded her evidenice, Per-
conally, she knew nothing of her
brother's quarrel with Mr, Fdward
Kelly, She did oot even know that
he was going to Ealtashe Woods on
that fatal sfternoon. Then she re-
tired, and Mr, Edward Kelly was

ed.

Questioned by the coroner, he ad-
mitted the guarrel spoken of by the
docensed, sdmitted meeting him by
the pond in  Saltashe oads,  but
emphatically denjed hnving“tbe alight-
et lll—fwlmgiunmilml “Old Whudcont,”
a4 he onlled him, and, above all, having
the faintest desire for wishing to
gilenee  him  forever.

“The whole thiu's in a ghastly mis-
take or weird joke,” he declared Tirmly.

“But the quarrel?” persisted the
caroner,

1 don't depy it retorted the
voung man. “It was the result of a
preposterous aecusation old Whedeoat
saw fit to level against me."”

“But why should géuu meet clan-
destinely in the woods?"

“1t was not a olandestine meeting.
I know that he intended walking to
Saltashe from Pashet through the
woods; a road from my house cuts the
direction which he would be bound to
follow, exactly st right sngles.
wislied to speak to him, and it saved me
a journey all the way to Pashet, or
him ong down to my house. I met
him 4 hall-past three. We had about
fifteen minutes' talk; then 1 left him
and went back home,”

UWhat was he doing when you left
him?" asked the coroner, with distinct
BUFORASID.

“"He had sat down on a tree stump
and was smoking his pipel”

“You your gun with you, of
gourse, on this ition through the
woods?"!

1 seldom go without my gun this
time of year.
"t‘luue s0,"" mssented the coroner
grimly. * Bui what about your dog
who I“. l'mu:.-‘!llc with his lmtuf llz::ml'mi
in, close to the wery w] where la
the body of the deemg'?” %

“Poor old Rags strayed away that
morning. 1 did vot e him st all that
dny. He certsinly was not with me
when 1 went to meet old cont.'!

The rapidly spoken guestions and

Luck again
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pnewers had boen listened to by the
public and the jury with bresthless
interest.  No one uttered s sound, but
all were watching that bandsome youn
man, who scemed, with every war
ke uttered, to ineriminate  himself
more  and  maore.  Tho quarrel, the
nssignation, the gun he was carrying—
ho denied nothing; but he did protest
his innooenee with il his might.

One or two people had heard the
report of a gun while walking on one
or other of the ronds that skirt Salt-
ashe Woods, but their evideneo as to
the precise bhour was unfortunately
rather vague, Reports of guns in
Saltashe Woods are very frequent, and
no one had taken particulsr notice.
On the other hund, the only witness
who had seen Mr. Edward Kelly en-
tering the wood was not ready to swear
whether he had his dog with bim of

not,

Though it has been fully expected
ever Kinee Jereminh Whadcost's post-
humous epistle  Lad been read, the
verdict  of “Wilful murder against
Edward 5t. John Kelly" found the
whale population of Pashet positively
aghast. Brother of Mr. Kelly, of
Sultashe Park, the accused was one
of the most popular figures in this part
of Herfordshire. When his subsequent
arrest  became  generally known in
London, as well as in kis own country,
horror, amagement, and ineredulity
were quite I.l'I'Ii'H?!'HIi.

The day sfter that memorable in-
quest and sensational arrest—namely,
on the Saturday, 1 arrived st our
dingy old office in Finsbury Square st
shout twelve o'clock, after I had soen
to some businees wt Bomerset House for
my esteemed emplo;lmr.

I found Skin o' My Tooth curled up
in his armchair befare & small fire—
s the day was wet and cold—just like
s great fat and frowsy dog. Ho
waited until T had given him a [full
report of what 1 had been doing, then
he anid to mo:

ST have just had a visit from Mr.
Kelly of Saltashe Park”

I wis not sstonished. That case of
murder ‘in the Saltashe Woods was
just one of those which inevitahly
drifted into the hands of Skin o' My
Tooth. Though the whole napect
of it was remarkahly elear, instinetively
one seented a mystery somewhere,

“Y suppose, sir, that it was on Mr
Edward Kelly's beball?”

“Your penetration, Muggins, m
boy, surpssses human understanding.”

*‘i_y name 8 Alexander Stanislaus
Mulling, but Skin o' My Tooth will
hove his little joke.)

“You nre gomng to undertake the
vase, sir?"

“1 am going Lo get Mr. FEdward
Kelly out of the hole his own stupidity
hins l)laccd him in ) .

“Jt will be by the skin of his teeth
if you do, sir; the evidence ngninet him
i Pnul.iyl.-lv crushing,”” 1 mutterod.

“ A miss is ns good sa a mile, whera
the huongman's rope is concerned,
Muggins. But you had better call o
hansom; we can go down to Pashet
this afternoon. Edward Kelly is out
on bail, and Mr. K’e&y tells me that 1
shall him at Wood Cottage. 1
must get out of him the history of his
guarrel with the murdered man."”

“Mr, Kelly did not know it?"
 “'Well, anyway, he seemed to think
it hest that the sccused should tell
ne his own version of it. In uny case,
both Mr. Kelly and his wife are de-
voured with anxiety sbout this brother,
who seems ;lnhhmﬁ boen a bit of &
sc.gﬂurm ail his life.

e wag no time to say moro
then, a we found that, by hurrying
we ecould eateh the 1:06 train to
Pashot. We found Mr. Fdward Kelly
st Wood Cottage, a pretty little house
on the outskirts of Saltashe Wooda

k\ STATION /]E

ood

Lorn,
Onts, per hushe
Butior, per poun
Feos. ner

few (
, Ta
ing t

—

LALTH
S

pan, he
o for t
ip whig
of Ag
&l nex
{ suppl
Jvantag
¢ that
hat has
wid for
pent
usunl
pr has
ia mati
ner
otld 1
gha
ne.
| bhest
by all
and if
btain -
neighb
win joi
1 rem
yrivele
kernel
1 may
thrift
HeVED,
tler th
Eealb
t eead
nuing
fiproy
iHown
(11
mer i
for
5 neig
b me
I 10 h
buy u
23 ab
Gwest
ghbor
& gro
nt s
eally
tarine
1d i
ar lis
affoct
n will
resen
Indica
| of
kern
arse,
LT
acing
B thi
g ova
ld be
§ nel

on=
whie
afla
wil
o ki
the

——

LOC

wahi
[}

e
pey
e 1
D Ib

por tush

oRen



